




Sal. 


_ The life and death ofKjng fohn . 

Euen at the crying of your Nations crow# 

Thinking this voyce an armed Englifhman* 

Shall tbaE vi&orious hand be feebled hecre. 

That in your Chambers gaue you chafticcment ? 

No: know the gallant .Monarch is in Amies, 

And like an Eagle, o’rc his ayerie towres. 

To fowffe annoyance that comes oeere his Neft; 

And you degenerate* you ingrate Reuolts, 
you bloudy Nero’s, ripping vp the wombe 
Ofyour decre Mother-Englantkblufh for ftiames 
For your ownc Ladies, and palc-vifag'd Maidcs, 

Like Amazons y come tripping after drummes: 

Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change. 

Their NecdPs to Lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

T>oU There end thy braue,and turn thy face in peace. 

We gram thou canft out-fcold vs: Far thee well, 

Wehold our time too precious to befpent 
With fuch a brabler* 

Fan* Giue me Icaue to fpeakc. 

Baft* No, I will fpeake. 

Dol. We will attend to neytbcr: 

Strike vp the drummes* and let the tongue of warre 
Pleade for our intcrcfi, and our being hecre. 

Baft, Indeede your drums being beaten,wil cry out; 

And fofhall you, being beaten : Do but ftart 
An eccho with the clamor of thy drumme. 

And euen ac hand* a dm mine is rcadic brac'd. 

That {hail reuerbcrate all, as lowd as thine. 

Sound but another, and another fhall 
(As lowd as thine) rattle the Welkins care. 

And mockctbe deepemouclVd Thunder: for 3t hand 
(Not crufttng to this halting Lcgatcheerr, 

Whom he hathvs’d rather for fport>then ncedc) 

Is warlikeand in his forc-hcad fits 
A bare-rib'd death- whofe office is this day 
Tofcaft vpon whole thoufands of the French. 

Del. Strike vp our drummes, to ftnde this danger out. 

Baft # And riioufhaltftndeit (Dolphin)donot doubt 

Exeunt, 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Salisbury, Ttmbro]^,andTi m 
I did not thinke die King fo ftor’d wi t kf • 


*nd 5 


rnr. 


Scma Tettia . 


Alarums* Enter John and Huberts 


John, 

Hub* 

John, 


How goes the day with vs? oh rellqae Hubert . 
Eadlylfcare; how fares your Maiefty ? 

This Feauer that hath troubled me fo long. 
Lyes beanie on ; oh, my heart is ficke, 

Enter a ^JPfcftinger. 

Me ft My lord : your valiant kinfman Eakonbridgt^ 
Dcfires yourMaiefiieto leane the field, 

And fend him word by me, which way you go* 

John* Tell him toward Smnfted^ to the Abbey there- 
OHcft Be of good comfort: for rhe great fupply, 
That was expected by the Dolphin hecre, 

Are wrack'd three nights ago on Goodwin finds. 

This newes was brought to Richard but euen now, 

The French fight coldly,and retyre chcnddues, , i j 

John, Aye me,this- tyrant Fcnucr burnesmee yp ? 

And will not Jet me welcome this good newes* 

Set on toward Smpfted: to my Litter ftraight, 
WcakncffepoffefTethme, and I am faint, £xcu#tl 


Pern, Vp once againe: put fpirit in the French 
I f they mifeatry: we mifearry too* 

S*L That misbegotten dmdlFrtkmfafo 
In fpight of fpight, alone vpholds the day * 5 

Pem * They fay King M* fore fitflr, bath Jeftthefi n 

Enter Meloon wounded . C 

Mel. Lead me to the Reuolts of England bee 
Sal. When we were happie, we had ocher naL 
Pern, It is the Count Mehone, es * 

SaL Wounded to death* 

Mel. Fly Noble Englifli, you are bought and few 
Vnthred the rude eycol Rebellion, 0 > 

And welcome home againe difearded faith 
Sccke out King /e/?w,and fall before his fccte * 

For if die French be Lords of this loud d a , r 
He roeanes to recompence the paints y oituke 
By cutting off your heads r Thus hath be fwori’ 

And I with him,and many moe with nice 
V pon the AJ tar at S. Edmonds bury, 

Euen on chat Altar, where we fworc to you 
Deere Amity, and ettcrlafting loue. 

Sal. May this be poffiblc f May this be true l 
Mel. Haue I not hideous de-oth within my view 
Retaining but a quantity of life, * 

Which bleeds away, euen as a forme of waxe 
Refoluetb from his figure 'gainft the fire ? 

What in the world fliould make me now deceine 
Since 1 muff loofc the vfe of all deceitc? 

Why fbould I then be falfc, fince it is true 
That I muff dye heerc, and fine hence, by Truth ? 

I lay againe, if Lewu do win the day, 

He isforfworne, if ere chofe eyes of yours 
Behold another day breake in the Eaft: 

But euen this night, whole blacke contagious breath 
Already fmoakes about the burning Creft 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunnc, 

Euen this ill night, your breathing ffiall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated Treachery, 

Euen with a treacherous fine of all your lines; 

If Leasts, by your al'siffancc win the day. 

Commend me to one Hubert, with your King; 

The loue of him, and thisrefpeci bcfidei 
(For that my Grandfire was an Engliffinian) 

Awakes my Confidence to confeflcall this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you beare me hence 
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field; 

Where I may thinke the remnant ofmy thoughts 
In peace: aad part this bodie and my ioule 
With contemplation, and deuout dcfires, 

Sal. We do beleeue thee, and belhrew my fault, 
But I do loue the faucur,and the forme 
Of this moft fibre occafion, by the which 
We will vntread the ffeps of damned flight. 

And like abated and retired Flood, 

Leuuing on^rankneffe and irregular courfe, 

Stoope lowe within thofe bounds we haueorodbflk'd] 

And calmely run on in obedience 

Eqen to our Ocean, to our great King lehn. 

: My arme fhalJ giue-thee helpe to beare fhee hence, 

For 
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^Tr^iVethe crueU pangs ofdeath 

? Jr in thine eye. Away, my friends,new flight, 
A ^appie newneffe, chat intend, old right. 
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Brcefethen: and what’s thenewes? 


Exeunt 



Enter dolphin, and his Trains. 
n i The 5un ofheauenfme thought)was loth to fer; 
Bafilaid.-ind made the Wefterne Welkin blufli, 
f«I, n Eii»lifl> rncafurcbackward their owns ground 
f n t Retire: Oh brauely came wc off, 

When With a volley of our ■ecdlcfle fhot 
After fnch bloody toile, we bid good night. 

And woon’d our tott’ring colours clearly vp, 
r a ftm [he field, and almoft Lords of it. 

L Enter a Meffetiger. 

Where is my Prince, the Dolphin ? 
j)J Hccre: what newes ? 

Hkf. The Count ’Meloone'w flainc: The Englifli Lords 
BvHsptrfwafion, are againe falne off, 

A ;,d your fupply, which you haue wilh’d fo long, 

Arecaft away, andfunke on Goodwin fands. 

' X>i/. Ah fowle, fbrew’d newes. Bcffirew thy very 
I did not thinke to be fo fad tonight (hart: 

As this hail) made me. Who was he that faid 
KiogM»did flie an houre or two before 
The Wilding night did part our wearie powres? 

Trtcf. Who cuct fpokeit, it is true my Lord. 

Do/,Well: kcepe good quarter,& good care tonight, 
Theday fiiall not be vp fo foone as I, 

T*otry thefaitc aduencureof to morrow. Exeunt 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Baftard and Hubert *fwerally 9 
Hd. Whofe there t Spcake hoij lpcake qtiickelyj or 
I Ihoote, 

Srf/, A Friend. What art thou ? 

Hw. Of the pate of England* 

"Baft, Whether doe ft thou go ? 

Htfk What'sthat to thcc? 

Whymay not I demand of thine affaires^ 

As well as thou of mine ? 

Hubert, l thinke. 

Hub, Thou haft a perfeft thought: 

Iwillvpon all hazards v6libclceue 
Tbou art my friend* cfiac know’ft my tongue fo well: 
Who art thou ? 

Baft * Who thou wilt: arrd ifthoupleafe 
Thoumaiftbe-friend me fo much, as to thinke 
I come one way of the PUntagems* 

Hub. Vnkindc remembrance: thou, feendlesnight, 
Haue done me (hatne: Braue Soldi&r, pardon mc f 
That any accent breaking from thy tongue. 

Should feape the true acquaintance of mine eare. 

Come,come: fans complement, Whatnevvcs 
abroad ? 

Hub. Why hccrc walkel, in the black brow of nmht 

Tofindeyouout. & 


Baft. , 

Hub. O my fweet fir, newes fitting to the night, 
Blacke, fearefull* comfort! effe, and horfiWe. 

'Baft. Shew me the very wound of this ill newes^ 

I am no woman, lie not fwound at it. 

Hub. The King f fcare is poyfoil'd by a Monke^ 

I left him almoft IpeecbJeflc, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this euiI!,thatyou might 
The better armc you to the fodaine time. 

Then if you had at leifureknowneofthis. 

Baft* How did betake it? Who did taftetohim? 
Hub, A Monkcl tdi you^arefolued villaine 
Whofe Rowels fodainly bur ft out: The King 
Yet fpeakes, and peradueururc may rccouer,, 

Baft. Who didft thoa Jeauc to tend his Maiefty ? 
Hub/ Why know you not? The Lords are all come 
backc, 

And brought Prince Henry in their eompanie, 

A t whole requeft the king hath pardon'd them, 

And they are all about his Mareftie. 

Baft. With-hdd thine indignation, mighty heaueri, 
And tempt vs not to beare aboue our power, 
lie tell thee Hubert, feille my power this night 
Pafsing thefc Flats, arc taken by cheTide, 

Thefe Lincolne- Wafhcs haue dcuoured them, 
My(elfe,\vcll mounted, hardly haue efcap’d. 

Away before: Conduft me to the king, 

I doubt he will be dcad,or ere I come, ExeHnt 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Prince Henry , Saluburie, tiniBigot* 
lien. It is too late,the liteofall hisblood 
Is touched, corruptibly ; and hts purebrjine 
(Which foaicfuppole the foules fraile dwelling houfc) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 

Fore-tcllthe ending of mortality* 

Enter Pembroke, 

Pem* His Highnefic yet doth fpeak, & holds beleefe# 
That being brought into the open ayre. 

It would ailay the burning qualitie 
Of that fell poifon which afiaylerh him. 

Hen. Let him be brought into the Orchard heere j 
Doth he ft ill ragei 

Pern* He is more patient 
Then when you left him; euen now he fung* 

Hen. Oh vanity of fickrseffe: fierce exrreamet 
In their continuance, will not fecle themfelues. 

Death bailing praide vpon the outward parts 
Lciiues them inuifible^and his feige is now 
Agatnft the winder, the which he prickes and wounds 
With many legions of fi range fantafies. 

Which in their throng/and preffe to that laft hold, 
Counfotmdrhemfelucs. ’Tis ftrange f death fhoid fing: 
I am the Symet co this pate faint Swan, 

Who chaunts a dolcfull hymne to his owne death, 

And from the organ-pipe offrailery fings 
His Ioule and body to theiri aft in g reft. 

Sal , Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne 
To fee aformevpon that indigeft 
Which he bath left fo fhapelefie, and fo rude. 

John brought tn* 

John* 1 marrie, now my fottle hath elbow roome, 

' ' - ^‘"■"'It 
















































































